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THE MAY QUEEN. 

“The idea of holding a May Day gathering in our back yard can certainly lay claim to originality, and Poor Pa deserves commendation on this 
shire May Day falling upon a Sunday ‘made things a bit awkward; but Papa cleverly overcame this difficulty by ordaining that the celebration 
aes take place last Tuesday. Out of compliment to Alexandry, Evelina was elected May Queen, and would doubtless have filled that position with becoming 
ignity but for the unseemly conduct of our neighbours. As it was, the whole affair ended miserably, and a general feeling of dampness prevailed.” —Tootsie. 
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WILLIAM PAGE was the eon of a Hampton farmer, and 
was sent to London to a relation, who was a haberdasher, to 
learn the business ; but the young man neglected his work 
and spent an allowance he received from his father in riotous 
living. “He was such a consummate coxcomb,” says his 
biographer, “that he was perpetually employing tailors to 
alter his clothes to the newest fashion, till his kinsman 
desired the tailors inthe neighbourhood to refuse his orders, 
on which he procured a dark lantern, hid it under the bed, 
and when all the family were aslecp, altered the clothes 
himself.” 

Having no other means of getting Steph atte Page 
began to rob the till, his first offence being committed to 
discharge a supposed debt, contracted by his sweetheart, of 
over fifteen pounds. The haberdasher then planted some 
marked money, and Page, falling into the snare, some of it 
was found iu his pocket, and he was turned out of the 
house. 

He went at once to his sweetheart; but she, being told 
| what had happened, turned him out of her house, also save 
| ing it was no place for thieves. Tv wandered down to 
| Gravesend. and, when almost starvins, wrote to the haber- 
| dasher, who sent him a gninea, and said asa POS, that if he 
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stand Sremk Th See Sh Ts ele peeiine ' ever asked for more he would be prosecuted for the theft. 
Ry the next day Page and his sweetheart had spent the 


money. He then tramped home to his father, who ordered 


Oat ee anL 7 ° 4 Window. As our hero had hoped, the dnaliygtiat 

ie ve distance, he tries on the rew up, and after gazing at the attractive plum-duff, inquired whether he would like some plum-dnff, Reeeiving 

ine Noe ne before an attractive looking turned to Billy, causing that youth's heart to bubble an affirmative answer, he TAREMareds mourafully, “Bo 
, and glancing wistfully in the— spasmodically in his bosom. Would the stranger— should J,” and walked dejecteuly away. 
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him out of doors,and threatened to give him into custody, At this 
juncture a gentleman took him into his service, and he retained 
with him for about a year as footman, For awhile, then, he lived 
in extravagance, and then took to the read. His first exploit was 
robbing the Canterbury coach, near Shooter's Hill, of about thirty 
pounds, He lost this at gaming shortly afterwards, and then 
stopped a post-chaise and took ten guineas, two gold watches and 
adiamond ring, returning the last ou a reward of fifteen guineas 
being offered for it, 

Ilaving, by various robberies, contrived to accumulate a sum of 
420), he set upin Lincoln's Inn as a student of law, and “he now 
learnt to dance, and having possessed himself of some modern 
literary knowledge, by the help of circulating libraries, he fre- 
quented the assemblies of Sunning Hill, Richmond and ILampstead, 
and ladies began to look on him with distinetion.” 

Ato Hampstead, he was on the eve of contracting a wealthy 
marriage, When, luckily for the lady, he was recosnized as the ex- 
foottuan. Meanwhile, Page still carried on his protessional pur- 
suits on the king's highway, and, driving ina pester and pair, 
was never suspeeted. He would start from London in fashionable 
attire, and, when in a quiet spot, change his clothes, put on “a 
yrzzle,or black wig,” and, saddling one of his horses, gain the 
main rowd and lay in wait for the coaches, This done, he hurried 
back to the carriage, changed again and drove to town, 

One day, near Putney, after robbing a gentleman, he was hotly 
pursued, and on his return to the carriage, found that some hay- 
makers had stolen his fine clothes. They being met by the persons 
in search of Page, were arrested as his accomplices, and he, strip- 
ping himself almost naked, flung his highway costume into a well 
and appeared against them, saying they had robbed him, and 
claimed the carriage as his own, The haymakers were committed 
for trial, but as he did not appear against them, they were released. 

At length, of course, he was taken. He was tried and acquitted ; 
taken again and again acquitted ; and the third time convicted and 
hauged at Maidstone, on the 6th of April, 1758. 

* * *. * » . 
POODLERIES. Extry Spesn. 

the pirait av come again he sai they was a peelin of pore billiam 
like toa taterana takin out is eyeses wot a rek that boi will be. 
The pirait he demand a nunderd poun. Ma and ant was shopin so 
I give wott was leff for the cat his meet an himan snatcher ave not 
ad nothink as the merchent he say no feer. It is a ard world. 
eveliny her savins is also goners. I sai to ant its funny you are 
alays hout wen the pirait he come shee said yes it are. p.S.—pleeze 
Mr. printer doant giv me a Way iff there's a Miss Take in the 
speln itts gettin to gett nottised an lowers the tone of the publick 
Ation, (Signed) ALEXANDRY, 

(Next week, “ The Prince of Pirates.” ) 
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*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


We're glad that we managed to please you, Miss CHILD, We all 
of us try very hard, So sorry we cannot insert it, MILOR; We'll 
forward it, Dick, to our bard. You can always refer to it, ARCHIE 
MCLEAN, Provided you keep it, of course, “It's ticklish work at 
the best, TAFFY JONES, You mustn't remove them by farce. We 
cannot imagine how any man, SED, Could make such a foolish 
mistake; It isn't a sacrifice, WONDERING WILL, Jt's all for the 
Eminent’s sake, Impossible, FS. to dvas you wish, It wouldn't 
repay us atall; Itsa splented collection of pictures, WELOISE, 
As youll sve for yourself when you call, You mustn't imagine 
such things, FREDDY STURT, The Mouldy “Un isn't so bad; Tf you 
read the Biography through you will find How many temptations 
he'shad, We haven't the space for it, RLG. BELLA, Its hardly, 
too,up te our mark, You should pay not the slightest attention, 
AROUSED, The bite isn't worse than the bark, You would not beleere, 
Bon, how oft we hare tried To alter the Bmineat's mind, But 
Me Gooseley persuades him to booze onceagain, And always succeeds, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


hurwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 


Will he paid to the next-uf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
Cistway Serrants on duty eeceptet , whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY ” be found upon the Deerased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoper’s IaLr-HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
= 
Ton, Hallo, Charlie! how are you? Ts the missis in? 
Charlie, No, thank Goodness !—er—er—she's gone out, 
Jom, Was that she | met at the corner of the street? 
go out ina brougham ? 
Charlie, No; she went out ina huff, 


ss 
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Mrs, SPILLIKIN says she can’t stand that S. of hers any longer. 
You can only get him to come home when there's a new parlour- 
maid with a good complexion, and that's what he calls having the 
domesticated tap on. And then you've only got to say a word 
about it, and out he goes and stops away; and the next morning 
when he does come in with the dairy produce, he's got one pocket 
filled with pawn tickets and the other with bills announcing the 
benefits of half the music hall artistes on the buards. It's too much 
—that indeed it is! 


Did she 


Overheard at the performance of the Slocum Podger Amateur 
Dramatie Club, 
First Man, What do youthink of—cr—er—(refers to programme) 
—young Mr, Dufferly ? 
; Seeond Man (who is Dufferly's uncle). Oh, he is a finished actor, 
sir! 
Furst Man (his face lighting up), Thank Heaven! I was afraid 


he was coming on again. Pars 


“Tsay, old man, when you knock off the whisky fora time, do 
you seem to havea sort of craving feeling in the stomach?” was 
the question McGooseley was asked by his friend Muffins the other 
day, “No, my boy, not at all. answered MeG. “1 wonder how 
that is?” further ventured Muffins. “Probably because I never 
leave off the whisky,” returned McGooseley. “Two of Scotch, 
cold, please. This gentleman will pay for it.” 
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NCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


aay Photographer” Costume, 


“Yer naughty gel. yer! where ‘a’ you 


been all the mornin’ 2" 
“ Been along er Tilly Jorkins.” 


“An' where ‘as Tilly Jorkius been?” 


“ Been along er me,” 


Pert One. To von kno 
Unele, Yes, of course, 
Pert One (demurely). 


w what's on at Olympia, uncle? 
dear, Venice, 
No, dear, the reof, 


Swell complete, £3 13s. 6d. 


“Ma says Dr. Piller is a duck, papa.” 
“Ah, perhaps slie means a quack.” 
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(Saturday, April 30, 1892, 


R. A. (condescendingly), That's a very picturesque old barn ¢: 
yours; I should like to paint it, if you've no objection, ; 

Farmer, Not me! | can give the old place a coat myself as w,) 
as anyoue when it wants it, ay! and whitewash the inside wj:), 
auyoue. *° 


Mrs. SLOPER has been a good deal troubled of late. The 0: 
Man és worritsome, there's no getting over it—no, that there ait’; 
And now she can't keep as much as a tablecloth in the house, |); 
what that there Tootsie won't have it tied round her waist, so th:; 
she can stand on the kitchen table and practise the new steps fur 
her long skirt dance, It's 2 world of worry, and were all bear, 
with sore heads and no vaseline, = 

- 

First Fleetstreeter, Poor Boozington, I'm afraid it’s a case wir), 
him, he’s always half seas over; 1 never see him now, but }.. 
busily lowering the drink. i 

Sceond Flectstrecter, Ah! I see, poor chap! a regular hand 1, 
mouth existence, eh? * 


SHE let me take her hand in mine, 
A loving arm around her place, 
Whilst on my manly shoulder she, 

In sweet confusion, hid her face. 


“Sweet maid," I said, “be mine, aud [ 
Will love you as | love my life. 

The fates can give no purer joy, 
If you'll consent to Be iny wife. 


I love you with a love intense, 
The very ground you tread adore, 
Zam not rich, 1 own "—she rose 
And sternly pointed to the door, 


“OuR fam'ly is all Roming Catherlicks, ours is, Why, two o° 
my cousins is Sisters ina Convent.” “ Don't you be so bally cor. 
ceited—you go ‘long—two o' my fust cousins is sisters, too.” © Now, 
Juliana, draw the line, please.” “So they are in the sister line, | 
lay a dollar. They're the ‘Sisters Mashem' at the Chuckenw: 
Hall o’ Varieties, and can't they do a warble, just. You should 
hear ‘em just singing, ‘We know a young cove on the bender,’” 


* . . 
“WnuatT did Mr. Pote mean by saying that verse of mine was 
lame?” queried a rising rhymester to his sire, “ Because it was a 
foot short, 1 expect,” was the paterly answer, 
*_* 


* 

Sparrowby. Know young Lighthead, don't you, old fellow? Wel!, 
he took a little too much brandy at the club Inst night, and ende: 
by knocking down a man he fancied had insulted him, 

Punnington, Did he, indeed? what one might call a spirite: 
action, eh? *,* 


“AND how is your wealthy uncle, Mr. Cutadash?" asked Mr. C, 
tailor. “Oh, the last time | saw him he was talking about achane» 
of air," answered Cutadash. “ Achange of heir!” returned Mr.c 
tailor, “Then perhaps you'd be kind enough to settle your littic 
account, sir, before | send you any more things,” 

= 


Snook, Hallo, Swaggerly ! pid you go anywhere at Easter? 
Swaggerly. Ya-as: I ran over to Paris. 

Snook, Humph! You didn't have much time to see the place, 
Swaggerly. Oh, yes; I went right over it in less thau an hour, 
Snook, Yah! Garn! . 

Swaggerly. So 1 did—up the Fiffel Tower! 


*. 
“ A MAN to me,” he said, “is like a book 
That open lies and into which | look.” 
“And you can read him,” quoth J, “just as much 
As I can read a book—in double Dutch.” 
* 


2 

“THANK Heaven, I'm somewhat different to other men,” si! 
De Masher, coutemptuously,as he surveyed himself in De Prosser’ 
Avenue the other day. “Thank Heaven!!!" ejaculated Blozss, 
after looking at him attentively. . 

* 

“On, it is jolly to make you fellows spoony, work yon up 
until vou pop the question, and then say ‘No'—oh, it isa joke.’ 
remarked ‘Tottie Goodenough to the Dook Snook.“ Hunmpit” 
answered the Dook, “it would be no joke if you said ‘Yes.’” 


Ir is a curious fact that the ‘girl who is always ready to sav, 
“What do vou take me for?” on the shortest notice, ofteu winds 
up by becoming a professional acrobat, while the sweet blushins 
damsel who started as an extra “laidy ” eventually marries the 
enterprising boiled pork merchant, and keeps a stall at the fanes 
fair for the Ebeneza Water Toast Tarilets Temperance Association, 


* 

Stubbs. What is the social position of the Scrubinses ? 

Joffer. Oh, they are the scum of society, 

Muserlar Bystander (savagely). \ beg your pardon, young man, 
but Mr. Scrubins is my uncle, and allow me to inform you that he 
is one of the leaders—I may say, at the top of society in this town, 

Toffer (taken aback.) Oh, ah, yes—er—er—well, of course, the 
scum always is on the tup, isn't it ? Good morning. 

s 


s 
A WOMAN can resist with ease temptations by the score, 
A lover's pleading voice, a beggar’s wail; 
But there isn’t one in fifty who is able to resist 
The pleasures of an “ Annual Clearance Sale.” 


THE very latest soberific that we know of is really an excellent 
idea, When any married gentleman has been on the beano, 1 
powerful gas, impregnated with ammonia, is driven into him by a 
forceepump. The refreshing odour at onee clears his brain from 
the fumes of alcohol, his clothes also of the same, blowing off a!-> 
any stray hairs or grains of powder clinging to his garments, We 
want to know why the dudge can’t be worked somehow in the 
automatic way, Aer 

* 


Stingerly. Oh, T say, doctor! I wanted to ask you, just ina 
friendly way, vou know, what's the best thing to do when you basi 
your thumb with the hammer?) What would you do yoursell ! 

Doctor, Swear, ae 

s 


A. SLOPER knows a thing or two, we're ready to own; in fact. 
there’s very little he hasu't got some knowledge of, but some 
his correspondents fairly puzzle him at times. Here i< a letter 
from A First Walking Gentleman who wants to know if an actor. 
writhing under a Clement Scott griticism, can be said to te 
suffering from an attack of D.T.2)> Oh! it’s too bad, too cruel 
altogether! as if SLOPER hadn't yot quite enough to trouble him 
already. 68 

* 
TO Snarler, Bladder pater said, “I mean 
To nuke my olive branches just as keen 
As razors,” Snarler said, “ Treat them, old chap, 
Like razors, then, and give ‘ein lots of strap.” 
* 


WE helieve the following to be'a libel, and give it to our readers 
with all due reservation — for, althongh we have never had the 
pleasure of meeting one vet, there must be some honest lawyer 
somewhere, A letter was received in Manchester last week frem 
Melbourne, addressed to “The Postmaster, Manchester. Please 
deliver to an honest Solicitor.” And two days later the missiv" 
was sent on to the Dead Letter Departinent, endorsed, * Not know! 
in Manchester.” es 

* 


“ROBINSON, you're as big a brute as—as Dr. Johnson,” °9" 
Jones, viciously, “Oh, T say!” interpolated Smith. “ Really. | 
think that is unfair——" “lam glad somebody has sufficient 
sense to take my part,” chimed in Robinson, while Smith, cv! 
tinuing, said, “ Very unfair to the memory of Dr. Johnson.” 


Saturday, April 30, 1892.) 
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TOOTSIE ON SPRINGS. 


—— 


re Springs and Springs! ae: 
rings are not so much like other Springs as they ought 
to be, 
Old and ancient 
wallilowers talk of 
Spring to which this 
hursery rhyme didn't 
apply— 
“The wind from the north 
Came bellowing forth, 
Amd the wind from = the 
south 
Gave « blow in the month: 
Whilst the wind from the 
West 
Was sorely distresse] 
Ity the wind from the east— 
Oh, @ regular beast!" 


There were seeming- 
lv, sometime or other, 
Springs when one did 
hot shiver. | Springs 
when birds bloomed, 
flowers shone and the 
sun sang “ Ta-ra-ra.” 
What atime that must 
have been! How the 
giddy garden worm 
must have waltzed 
forth in that tinfoil 
sunshine and spread 
itself out before the 
common or garden 
roller! 

Why, nowadays, are 
we all sad and want- 
ing to better ourselves 
at the expense of 

? This may possibly sound like a conundrum, but | shall 

use fora reply, as the dirty little printer's boy thing is mess- 
ing up Poor Pa’s cheap new spring oilcloth with a cellar flapper to 
heep life in his toes, And this is Spring !! 

Fue Dooklet Snookems, like the fine old crusted Tory he is, cele- 
Mrated Primrose Day by makings cheap excursion into the country 
te procure the modest blossoms beloved of Beaconsfield.  Lardi 
and Tottie assisted him, and the news has just arrived that the 
whole three are to be summoned for trespass, Serves them right. 

In Springtime the Poet Laureate says, if I remember rightly, 
thitvoung male people turn a portion of their attention to love. 
]t< very kind of them, I’m sure. Young unmarried females are, 
asarule, hoping that way at various periods of the year, and have 
tekeeponatit, The perfectly appalling number of young unmar- 
ried yirl persons at the present time must bring the salt tear to the 
eve of all responsible relations, 

\ reason for this | have for some time been endeavouring to find, 


A Spring costume, 


Primrose gatheriug. 


aud I faney at last T have found it. The girl of the present day, as 
it were, outgrows her chances, She towers over the little man. It 
feems to be the doom of the prevalent male to dwindle and the 
almost too prevalent girl to extend and expand, The girl of th: 
div is Bean-stalking Jack, but Jack can’t climb. The Beanstalk 
(orl grows higher and higher until she reaches cloudland, and 
herrivs agod., Meanwhile the male thing crawls around and back- 
Weng horses, drinks things that disagree with him, talks lots of 
Lonsense and keeps on dwindling and dwindling. 

he indefatigable Billy, who has rigged up a hammock in our 
Mack “grounds,” and dozed in it most of the afternuon, has just 
come in, complaining of ague, 

his may hardly seem likea cheery Spring article, but Bob and 1 
have just bad our 159,000th quarrel, and | wish | were dead. 

Hlow different with Poor Pa, Poor Pa is,as he might term it, on 
the Spring job. He and AMlexandry are gathering superthious 
Bi tnd oyster shells from the surface of what are to be, i: 

gv on as they should, flower beds, ablaze with colour, 

At the ome- 
ment of writin 
Poor Pa 
stepped inside 
forrefreshment, 
observing as he 
does so that his 
heart is broke. 
We think he 
alludes to his 
back, but don't 
like to worry 
him, and he is 
now * Unsweet- 
ening.” 

Ma again is 
full of Spring 
and has in- 
vested in a pa- 
per-pattern 
book. by the nid 
of which she is 
resolved to re- 
volutionize her 
last Spring 
yown, 

All T can say 
is, it wants it. 

My Spring 
epstume, made 
from omy own 
designs, lias Just 
come home, It 
is 2 dream. 
ur front garden the Spring born hope prevaileth. A twig of 
Jive plumage, which we have in turn mistaken for an apple or 
oetry vee, a mulberry and an oak, has put forth ONE BUD!!!! 


Vlayed out. 


Ino 
trea 


Allisoer! ‘That awful Alesandry has nipped that one bud off 
cits carlest buddist. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


GIVE A DOG, ETC. 


ake she Rainhill scoundrel's victims were discovered ‘neath the 

warth, 
Ifa lady's had her pocket picked at Perth : 

If a man has been assaulted in the neighbourhood of Bath : 
Or an infant has been strangled at its birth : 

Has a traveller been kidnapped by a brigaud band in Spain : 
A woman foully murdered in Japan; 

A forgery committed in Mauritius ; or again, 
Some dynamite exploded at Milan: 

Ifa clever gang of coiners has been heard of in Madras: 
Has a bank been robbed in London or Marseilles : 

An unsuspecting tourist been most cruelly assass- 
Inated in the very heart of Wales :-— 

In fact, the grim and lengthy list of undiscovered crimes 
The English and the foreign press is seeming- 

Ly inclined to the belief that they were all, at different times, 
Comuitted by the villain known as Deeming. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and foot notes 
by his friends and relations.) = 
CHAPTER IV. 
MY FIRST TOOTH, 

IT cut my first tooth very early indeed. [was aided in this by 
my dear mother, who kindly rubbed my gums with a cork. She 
said afterwards— 

; “Bless the dear child, such a sweet smile came over his angel 
vee, 

(* You may bally well be certain of that. There was no cork in 
that show but what hadn't been taken out of a pint and a half gin 
bottle. You'd only have to hold an ‘Unsweetened cork at the 
keyhole of the bedroom door, and if he had had a gallon of morphia 
the scent would fetch him out of bed as wide awake as a crocodile 
with a red hot poker under its tail.”"—MCGOOSELEY. ) 

My dear father heard the great news, 

“We must do something in honour of the great occasion,” said 
he; “we must drink to the new tooth, It isa sweet child. It will 
sure to be a sweet tooth.” 

(Here let me remark that T always have been partial to sugar 
and sweet things, such as tarts, ete. MeGooseley’s remark 
that 1am partial toa lump of sugar, and can take any number of 
lumps—provided each lump be served up with half a gill of Irish, 
a piece of lemon,and hot water—this remark, [ say, is unbecoming 
and uncalled for, and the man is not worthy of the name of friend, 
—SLOPER, ED.) 

When the tooth began to work through the gums I got a little 
troublesome, 

“ SLOPER,” my dear mother would say, “you must get that child 
to sleep, and nothing but music will do it successtully.” They 
took it in turns, one to carry me up and down the bedroom while 
the other sat up in bed discoursing sweet melody by the aid of a 
toothcomb aud a piece of tissue paper. My tather at tirst caught 
several colds. He afterwards, however, grew hardened to the 
business by getting his friend in the house (in possession, ahem !) 
to blow on his bare legs with the bellows half au hour at a time, 
“Ah!” the good, kind man would say to me in the days of my 
early boyhood, “you've no idea what I've had to go through on 
your account, ALLY.” 

(The old man was one of the most artful old gonophs that was 
ever nipped on a debtor's summons, “Go through,” indeed ! wiy, 
he'd practised going through the court so often, as you could in 
those dave, that, as his pals said, “He lived on bankruptey and 
‘Unsweetened, and was never so happy as when he had a writ 
served on him, as he could) borrow haifa bean on the strength of 
his misfortune to go on the booze with.”"—MCGOOSELEY.) 

So my tirst tooth came through ail right, and L took my gill 
water as happily as an East End “chappie” does his lemonade and 
brandy on a bank holiday, 

(To be continued neaet week.) 
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“NELL’S WAITING ON THE QUAY.” 


‘Tis dark across the tossing waves, 
Where high the white foam flies, 

And nota ray of moonlight sweet 
Shines down the misty skies ; 

But onward aye the brave boat speeds, 
And sailors bold are we, 

For this | know, when home we go, 
Nell’s waiting on the quay, 


Yonr lords and knights have sweethearts, too, 
Thev're fair enough, | ween; 
heir eyes as bright as stars at night, 
Their hair of goiden sheen ; 
Burt none so dear as sweetheart mite, 
The pride of Portsmouth, she, 
Aud, storm or fair, when we get there, 
Nell’s waiting ou the quay, 


Speed on, brave boat, though storm-winds rise, 
The town is well in sight, 
We'll swing at anchor soon, T know, 
With many a thishing light; 
And there's a kiss for many a kid, 
But most of all for me. 
Where'er we roam, home's always home 
Wheu Nell is on the quay. 


THE CONDUCTOR’S CONFESSION. 


—THE benevolent old lady, who was the sole passenger, cast 9 
look that was full of dismay and pity at him, but tue car-conductor 
continued— : 

“No, it don't make no difference to us, m'm, whether business is 
good or bad. When aman has to get up at four o'clock in the 
mornin’ and don't get to bed agin ull half-past one o'clock the 
next mornin’, and has to take his mea!s out of a tin bottle on the 
car, it's ‘ard to make out how you can get him to work any ‘arder,” 

“But that only gives you two hours and a half for mental 
repose,” got in the good hearted old soul. 

* For what?” he said, clinging to the strap. “ Oh—sleep. I don't 
vet nosleep. If you count the time it takes to get settled in bed, 
and the time it takes to fight the tleas, and the time it takes to get 
up agin of a mornin’, an’ adds ‘em all together, an’ then subtracts 
‘em from the two hours and a half, youll see that we have about 
an hour anda quarter left. An’ then, if the baby is ill—an’, bless 
its little soul! italwaysis—— What, mum?) How many children 
have I got?) Lor’, I've forgot! I haven't seen ‘em together since 
I tuok this job. I think there's five; but there might be six, for all 
| could swear. All TE can do is to look after the old woman ; she 
must do the lookin’ arter the kids, Why, d’'you know—but, there, 
you wouldn't b’lieve it if I told ye.” 

“Oh, yes TL would. What is it” 

“Well, mum, I was waitin’ for my turn down at the yard the 
other day along with Bill ’Emmins, my driver. A little boy comes 
into the yard and asks the foreman if a driver o’ the name o' 
'Emmins was there—my mate Bill's own name, you understand ? 
“Yes, my boy,’ says the foreman, ‘there he is.’ *Where?" says the 
boy. ‘Over there,’ says the foreman, ‘Show him to me,’ says the 
boy. ‘What !" says the foreman, ‘don't ye know yer own father?" 
‘Not by sight,’ says the boy ; an’ blest if he did, either, till the 


foreman introduced him—— Gold ’Awk Road, mum?) Yes, mum.” 


(Ting, ting.) “Good arternoon, mum, No. to never drink ; but, 
thank you Kindly, mean’ my driver ‘il divide it and send it to the 
Salvation Army iu our joiut names, Thankee, wum, 


159 
VENTRILOQUISM EXTRAORDINARY. 


— 
CaPrain LARKER.of the losth Lancers, the celebrated * Limpors,’ 
prided lutiselt upou his tlut’y moustache, his taste in pretty women, 
mat, above all, i 
Upon his ventri- 
loquinl powers, 
In his own esti- 
mation, Lieut, 
Cole, though ad- 
mittedly a funny 
naeun, wasn't init 
with him. He 
deluded himself 
Into the idea thet 
he was deluding 
the audience mo- 
mentirily inte 
the belief that 
sf Voices he pro- 
‘ need emanated 
from the figures 
he manipulated, 

Happening to 
form one of a 
house party at 
Lord Sa ir’s 
place in’ Fallow. 
shire,he prevailed 
upon his host to: 
send to London 
for the cabinet 
containing — the 
tixures with 
which, according 
to his account, 
he could) work 
such wonders, 

As amatter of fact, Sangazur was too much troubled by a more 
serious matter to bestow much thought either on Larker or his 
puppets. By some mysterious means, a celebrated diamond thief 
had obtained entrance to Sangazur Towers, with the result that a 
valuable tiara and other jewels belonging to the noble hostess had 
been stolen. He had communicated with Scothind Yard, and the 
identical train bearing Larker’s cabinet of dummies also bore 
Detective-Lnspector Ferritt to the scene of action, 

“Ever seen Captain Larker'’s entertainment?” Lady Sangazur 
asked Colonel Swaggerstride, Larker’s commanding ofticer. Who 
replied, “ Rather ! Ve intliets it on us after mess, it he gets a 
chance; and the men tell him their programme's printed when 
they're doing smoking concerts; in fact, we call his show ‘The 
Limpers’ Loathing.’ ”’ 

“Lively for my house party,” said Lady Sangazur, who would 
sooner have died 
than bore her 
guests, 

Itso happened 
that Larker, who 
was in the con- 
kervatory, over: 
heard this com- 
plimentary re- 
flection on his 
entertainment, 
und mentally 
vowed that) he 
would be eters 
nally dumb bes 
fore he would 
talk, much less 
make bis figures 
talk, for the 
lectation of 
hostess) or 
fellow-guests, 

“TI tell you 
how you could 
tukethewindout 
of their sails.” 
Larker, looking 
round, beheld a 
foreign looking 
man—to him aw 
stranyer— pro- 
bably a fresh are 
rival, “Tut me 
in your cabinet, shove my head through the hole in your trick table 
and Vil talk as much as you like.” “But they'll recognize you,” 

© Deuce na bit! Lo had determined to take my moustache off to 
foree it abit, What's my name? Harold Calpin, But you'll spoil 
evervthing if you say you've been in communication with me. 
Look here, Vil go now and get fixed up in the cabinet.” 

The thing was done. After dinner, the principal drawing room 
held the guests at the Towers seated before a dais, along the front 
of which Larker had arranged his curtain. Lady Sangazur darted 
a look at the colonel and resigned herself to Fate and Larker. 

But the thing was really clever. Evervbody said so, including 
Swargerside, who said Larker had never done auch tricks with his 
voice before, The tigures of ALLY SLOPER and the old country 
woman were the same as before, but the third one, made up like 
Pierrot pere was decidedly clever, 

“Must have cost him a lot of money,” said Sangazur. “Te must 
have wires con- ee ere 
nected with = the = ip gs 
eyes, which move : 
occasionally, You 
watch.” 

They did. They 
kept their eyes on 
the Pirrrot’s eyes, 
and saw them 
move; then on 
Larker’s lips, which 
were immovable ; 
and still the tigure 
chatted and sang 
and cracked 
wheezes in the ore & 
thodox — ventrilo- © 
quial fashion, 

everybody talked 
about that figure at 
supper. At  break- 
fist next morning 
they had somethin 
else to talk about. 
The remainder of 
the Sangazur jewels 
had been stolen. 

A chaos of cone 
sternation reigned. 
Inspector Ferritt 
sotcht Sangazur, 
whe was talking to 
Larker, 

“This man has 
been lere” he . me 
said, producing a carte de risite, Sand bas got clear ofl semehow 

Larker looked at the porters: it Was his aecempaiee in 
ventriloquial deception, plus his monstuche and whiskers. 

He has never dove anything ventriloquial since, 


© He futlicts it on us after mess.” 


“Tut me in your cabinet.” 


Oa 


fiure chatted and sures 


Appearance of A, SLOrER at a charity 
concert, and the result. 


+e? Miss Slover will be delighted to receive photographs srom those 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


\Z 


No. 232 —Miss IDA GLENRoy. 
“No life more perfect than a life with thee.” 
—The Dook Snook. 
“Youth, beauty, grace, she doth posesss them all.” 
—Lord Bob. 


“3o long the way, so dark the day, dear heart, before you 
came.” —Jhe Hon. Billy. 


On Wt. 
SS 


AWFUL EFFECTS OF TEETOTALISM. 
Lady. Oh! what is the matter ? 
Man. Only a vloke’s had too much sherbet, mum. 


(Saturday, April 39, 13 > 


“T have faithfully-promised my hinsta:, | 
| not to kiss them again. But that new), 
prevent them from kissing me. Give t!.. 
| the hint, dear.”"—£ctract Jrum Letter 

Young Lady. 


When Mrs. Sloper saw her gallant husband (Staff Private, lst Administrative | 
Battalion Battersea Volunteer Indispensables) off to the Easter Monday wars, she | 
had no idea that they would have lasted so long—indeed, she beyan to fear he was | 
numbered amongst the killed or wounded, or something, and had serions thougits of | 
writing to the Queen to know. (1). The warrior only returned last night. “ Where- | 
ever ‘ave you bin, S.?” she cried; “I've bin in sich a state—you ought to ‘ave | 
wrote.” “Duty, my love, duty,” replied°A. SLOPER; “while still saturated with | 
martial ardour I thought it a fitting opportunity to interview Lord Arthur —I mean, | 
Lord Frederick Ruberts—and that, ducky, takes time, you know; and now,” said he, 
taking a clove out of his pouch and inserting it between his cherry lips, “come and | 
kiss your brave sodjer boy.” . . . (2). “My dear Lord Roberts,” observed A. SLOPER, 
during the interview, “you surprise me. I thought you, above all, would have re- 
membered me holding a commission in the Bombay Lancers during the Afghan cam- 


THE LAIRD PRACTISES SHOOTING. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—GENERAL LORD ROBERTS. 
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paign.” “It is strange,” mused the General, “I have s good memory, but I have 10 
recollection of an officer by the name of SLOPER.” “ Possibly not, dear General ; 1) 
cognomen when iu India was Aliboomdeali.” “ Ah, I seem to have heard that befo: 
said Lord Roberts, “And now, my Lord, allow me to perforta a graceful duty,” d 
the Eminent,—* namely, to decorate you with my own hands with the Sloper medal. 
——(3). And the F.0.M. pinned the badge of valour on the brave officer's breast. 
* Bless you, dear boy, bless you, you deserve it! May you live long and die happy! : 
—— (4). And the Battersea soldier brushed away a tear. “SLOPER,” cried Genera! 
Lord Roberts, “ you are a good fellow! I wish I could persuade you to be my avie-de- 
camp.” To which A, SLOVER made a punning reply about aide-decamp aud aide-d: 
campane, and alicampane and Candy-har, which set the Geueral in a roar. (5) 
But the Wreck has been thinking a good deal about what Lord Roberts said, and |< 
don't know now but what he shall chuck the pen for the sword. 


(1.) While trying French nail practice at the Elder's effigy the other day —(2.) -the Laird was taken “ sudden” thus, and a voice we all love said, “ Tak’ that, ye bunion faced bullfinch, and gang tae grass with the geese.” 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Saturday, April 30, 1892.} 
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Playiag ‘|| Cabby's-Grcvanecs 


sy SS 
osserdale: Humble Pie: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
will not budge an inch, Although they feel starvation's 


Here's some eye openers for you—beauties, undoubtedly, sparklers of the first water. The | we may erpect the rain:—The miners 
obstacles [ have had to surmount to collect the above material have been many. But what of that? | pinch :—Orating cabmen, well we know, That with their to ee they're never slow :—To free their 
| ive but for my patrons, Ou we go:—ZJn every country now we hear Of Anarchy—folks lire in vountry from all blame, The Yankees pay King Humbert's claim.—Cricketing again, you see. How 
tae:—At Easter, Volunteers, I’m told, Were very nearly killed with cold :—Gay Rossendale, | rapidly the time passes, to be sure. “It seems to me but yesterday,” as the song says, that we were 
ith hearty will. Sends slippers to our Grand Old Bill :-—The Cricket Season's here again, So soon | reading the report of last summer's matches —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE »SACQUE BACK’ JACKET 


_—- 


_ Rule Boy. Say, mister, be you the parson in yer surplice, or 
cis yer had a fit of somnambulism, and come out in yer night 
al Tt ? 


( 


Sa 
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,, What do you think ?— Dobson's going to the fancy dress 

ee He asked me what he should go as. I suggested a donkey, 

ecanse he wouldn't have to disguise himself. Good, wasit not?" | es 

Caroline. There's one of those new jackets, Violet. I really will get onc to-morrow. “Sav, oll man, gota fiver around you? if 
“Not unless you've got one in yer own pocket, dear boy. 


Capital! the best. thi “ve h r some time. Come 
++ lund drinks,” ing I've heard fo a phic dues. Violet. Yes, dear, I think you'd better, J sha'n't. 


(Saturday, April 80, 1892 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. _ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


i] 
| THE management of the London Pavilion is renowned for the 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~ 


IN a very fw days the eves of art connoisseurs particularly, and 

Londoners generally, will be feasted with the sight of as excellent 

anexhibition of pic- 

tures a8 Were ever 

collected together 

within the walls of 

Burlington House, 

The pictures which 

will be on view at 

the Royal Academy 

this year contain 

among their number 

some really — fine 

works of art, and it 

is no exaggeration 

to state that this 

year A, SLOPER, Sir 

‘rederick Leighton, 

Pettie, Tadema and 

other well known 

artists have sur- 

pussed themselves. 

It is true there may 

not be a consensus 

of opinion on the 

merits of the works 

of A, SLOPER, but 

this was only to be 

expected, Great 

men must always be 

rendy to receive 

aes criticism, and, ine 

deed, to invite it; and such being the case, A. SLOPER awaits 
eagerly the verdict of the multitude, 


* 

Messrs, RAPHAEL TuCK & Co. have forwarded us a facsimile 
copy of the Queen's renowned letter to the Nation expressing her 
thanks to the people for the general sympathy shown the Koyal 
family in their sad bereavement—viz., the death of the Duke of 
Clarence, The letter, which is embellished by an elaborate design by 
Poynter, the celebrated Royal Academician, is published at One 
Shilling, and in recommending it to our readers, we have no hesi- 
tation in saying that the article is well worth the money, 

* 

DEAR, dear! this is really too absolutely shocking altogether! 
Madame Adam, a French authoress, writing upon the subject of 
chaperonage remarks, that 
French parents are now, ina 
rreat measure, imitating 
Joglish und American cus- 
tom, and allowing their 
daughters considerably more 
freedom than formerly. “It 
is not uncommon now,” says 
Madame Adam, “to allowa 
young lady to walk the 
street with no more respon- 
sible escort than her maid 
or brother.” How truly 
dreadful. In our barbaric 
island ignorance, we 
should have thought a 
couple of aunts, n great 
grandmother, four uncles, 0 
sprinkling of cousins, to say 
nothing of a mother and 
father and a few sisters, ab- 
solutely necessary for the 
proper protection of the 
innocent little things; but 
there, we're so dreadfully, so 
wretchedly ignoraut, don’t 
you know. « « 

s 


EDMUND TEARLE_has 
just taken over the New B2 || 
Olympic Theatre for six "i ! 
weeks, during which period i} 
he will revive some of ‘ 
Shakespeare's most popular plays. Tearle, although not much 
known, is very popular in the provinces, and his rendering of 
some of the Divine William's priucipals is both powerful and 
interesting, and it is to be hoped that his short season will be suc- 
cessful, as it ought to be. *\° 


A RICH Australian Lawyer became muchly enamoured of a young 
and beautiful actress, and became a constant visitor at the theatre 
at which she performed. By this means he got mixed up with 
theatrical people generally. The young lady in question left the 
theatre and muarried—not as it may be presumed the lawver, but an 
entirely different cuss. The lawyer vow practically bosses the 
theatre at which his idol previously ss ag Funny, isu't it? 
There is a moral attached to this story, but being busy at preseut 
we will leave it to our readers’ discernment to ferret it. 

. 
. 

IT is, of course, absolutely impossible in all cases to successfully 

suuge the public taste, but it is really surprising that any manager 

possessed of 

even less ex- 

perieuce than 

Mr. Lart 

could pro- 

duce in suc- 

cession two 

playslike Wr. 

Richardsaud 

The Mael- 

strim, both 

works which, 

considered by 

any cool and 

impartial ad- 

) Viser, even in 

manuscript, 

would not 

have present- 

ed one single 

decided — ele- 

ment of suc- 

cess, It is 

useless to 

waste words 

over The 

Maelstréim — 

that it is a 

failure there 

ean be no 

a eet and 

doubtless be- 

fore these lines appear in print it will have been withdrawn, to make 

room tor what we most sincerely trust will be a play which will 

turn the fortunes of the Shaftesbury, for Mr. Lart is a popular man, 

and we all wish him well. Good plays, we are fully aware, are not 

to be picked up every day, but if the author of he Monk's Room 

cannot obtain better stuff than Wr, Richards and The Maelstrém, he 

had better retire from theatrical management, and save unfortu- 

nate critics much pain and himself considerable expense. Mention 

of The Monk's Room reminds us—why doesn't Mr. Lart, who wants 
a good play, try his hand ac dramatic authorshiy once more? 


; excecent programme which it provides at all times aud seasons, 
1 but never, we think, 
thas such an array of 
tulent been engased 
as that which consti- 
tuted the Grand 
Easter Holiday Pros 
gramme, Stars?) We 
; should just think so! 
Flo Bilton, Harry 
Pleon, Ada Reeve, 
Herbert Conall, 
Lottie Collins, Flarry 
Randall Lillian Price, 
Little Toeh, Alma 
Sianley, Jenny Hill, 
Flo Levev, J. W. . 
Rowley, Millie Hyl- “© 
| ton, Alice Mavdue, 
Jund more thas oa 
dozen others, It's a 
grand, ® great, wone 
derful show ; and all 
we can say is, if vou 
Want ao better, von 
canthave it, Touse 
the clas and ex. 
pressive languoge of 
Miss Jennie Hall,’ It 
fairly butters the cod, 
and no kid.” 
7 


KEMPTON PARK racecourse, on Easter Monday last, was a sight 
which ¢ scarcely ever be forgotten by those who witnessed it. 
The beautiful weather, together with a very attractive programme 
supplied by the management, had brought together one of the 
| largest multitudes ever present ata race meeting in this country, 
The Park seemed to be literally covered with one mass of people, 
| and stands, rings, inclosur.s and paddocks were crowded to an 
unprecedented degree, That racing continues to gain in popularity 
with the English public is certain, and the Kempton Park authorities 
are to be congratulated on the result of their liberal catering. 


~* 
* 


THE cricket season is now fast approaching, and before long we 
shall tind ourselves in the midst of what will, perhaps, prove one 
of the busiest seasons recorded. "Tis true that we are not to receive 
a visit from the Cornstalkers this year, but county cricket, which 
has been growing in favour year by year, will, according to the out- 
look, prove more interesting than ever. The Clerk of the Weather 
is, of course, an important factor in cricketing, but should he prove 
generous, we shall doubtless read of some brilliant scoring during 
the summer of "92. 


A Lonpon pugilist, rejoicing in the name of Wolff Bendoff, was 
remanded at the Liverpool Police Court the other day on the 
serious charge of at- 
tempting to murder a 
Mr. Allerton, the 
licensee of a public 
house, the previous 
evening. The prisoner, 
who, it appeared in 
thecourse of the case, 
had = been refused 
drink by the unfor- 
tunate publican owing 
to his violent) beha- 
viour, rushed into the 
har some time later, 
flourishing a carving 
knife, with which he 
stabbed Mr, Allerton 
in several places about 
the head and neck, 
The knife was finally 
wrenched from him 
by a gentleman pre: 


sent, after a severe 
struggle in which the 
prisoner, to judge 
from his appearance. 
got very much the 
worst of it. Bendotf 
is stated to be weil known asa boxer in Liverpool, London and 
abroad, especially in the Transvaal, where he won a fight fora 
large sum of money. The wonder is, therefore, that he did not 
rely upon his “dooks” with wlich to revenge himself upon the 
publican, but perhaps he was out of “trainit It is these sorts 
of cases which are gradually but -urely squeezing the life out of 
prize fighting. 


*e 
* 


BRIGHT and tuneful is the musie (composed by Corney 
Grain), smart and witty the libretto (written by Walter Frith) of 
the charming little operetta, The Barley Mow, produced for 
the first time at St. George’s Hall, on the afternoon of April 18th, 
by the German Reed Company, which comprises Miss Fanny 
Holland, Mr. Avalon Collard, Mr. Arthur Wilkinson, Miss Norah 
Maguire, and the dry, clever comedian who gives his name to 
the entertainment—an entertainment which is now as firmly es- 
tablished an institution as—well, the British Museum or the 
National Gallery. Inimitable and ever popular Mr. Corney Grain 
concludes a most enjoyable entertvinment with his intensely 
humorous musical sketch, A Fancy Dress Ball, 

s 


* 
On Wednesday, April 13th, the Ever Amiable and Family trouped 
into the Marlow’s New lalace of Varieties, where the elite of Bow 
had already assembled in grati- 
fying numbers, the occasion 
being that of a grand compli- 
mentary benefit to Mr. Charles 
Deane. Charles is fortunate in 
| having so many enthusiastic 
supporters, as is the popular 
proprietor in being able to 
command the services of so 
excellent a company—a com- 
pany which, including as it 
does the Keen and Reeve's 
Combination, the Sisters Doris, 
theelever litthe Tucker Family, 
Ruby St. George, and other 
popular favourites, sent. the 
Ancient home positively hug- 
ging himself with delight. 
* 


* 
THE Rust Encrusted Strne- 

ture has, after mature deliber- 

ation, this day conferred the 

“Award of Merit” upon 

Harry PLEON, breause he's a 

bright and crer shining star. 

“Fevther!” wailed the Blue 

Kyed Nuisance, “1 do wish 

you'd let me take to the ‘Alls, 

it mikes me green with envy 

to see coves like ‘Arty a-rollin’ 

in oof, and me havin’ to make eonstant raids on the money 

box of my own betrothed.” And just to save further trouble, 

ihe Ancient promised to call upon Didcott and see what could be 
one, 


| always shine overhead. 


| man turned on his heel. 
| that runs tothe Morgue, 


| side plate of the organ. 


A CALENDAR FOR TUK WEEK ENDING May 7th, 1392, 
—— 


lst May, 475.—On this day Hengist murdered 300 Ey... 
Sobteue, According to tradition, he lauded in Pegwell }: 
ent, 


SS Ee eee 
2nd May, 1840.—Emile Zola was born this day. Accu, 
to tue pubiisner’s statement, on the publication of the 3rj), 
sand of “La Bete Humaine,” 117 thousand of “ L'Assonmmiir.” )- 
of * Nana,” and 88 ot “La Terre” had been sold. _ 


8rd May, 1839.—Ina Bristol journal of this date is publis|, 
the tullowig poragraph :—* Some time since a lady of Bigylew ,: 
happening to be in London, saw a very handsome and apparent 
thoroughbred poodie, which she purchased and took home y 
her, She petted the dog, which began to get fat, but one day ; 
skin became loose. Upon examination the animal turned our: 
be a mongrel cur sewn up in a poodie’s skin, aud sold at a j,... 
price.” r 

4th May, 1717.—This day, Joseph Bowen, a gravedi.., 
was convicted of taking the corpse of one Chidders out of Het)... 
hem churchyard, and selling it to a surgeon, having packed jt \, 
in a hamper to be sent to Oxford, He was fined forty shillings); 
sentenced to be whipped from Newgate to Smithfield Bars, ° |” 


5th May, 1828.—This day a man named Clarke destroy.) 
himselfin Bury workhouse by h ig himself to the tread-w),... 
He had previously made an attempt to drown himself, 1). 
deceased had fastened a rope to a spar, and attached hime § 
thereto by a handkerchief, and then slipping bis hand jute 4 
noose behind him, remained with his armas pinioned at the heig): 
of twelve fect from the tloor, ‘i 


6th May, 1828.—This evening, about seven o'clock, \ 
Nightingale, a tailor, of Carlton Street, observed a peacock upor 
haystack, a short distance from the gravel wharf on the Trent s), 
and near to Wilford Lane. He ascended a Indder, with a you 
companion, twelve years old, and weighing 5st. 2lb., and tied ti. 
creature's lezs with his handkerchief; he then directed the Jad 1 
hold the bird till he got upon the ladder, which he performed | 
grasping its legs; but the bird, not fancying such restraint, spre 
its wings, and after fluttering a little, nade a bold sally from ti. 
haystack, The lad still kept his hold, and the peacock actin 
carried him over the hedge, in a straight line, upwards of twen; 


4 


| yards, when, by struggling, the youth brought his aérial vovaye ¢, 


an end, and the bird came to the ground, was secured, and brou: 
to Nottingham, The haystack was about twenty-two feet i, 
height. 


7th May, 1868.—This day Lord Brougham died, He greah 


| distinguished himself in defending Queen Caroline, the il! 


consort of George 1V, Of the false statements circulated ay 
her it was said— 
“In every ear incessant rumours rung, 


And gathering scaudals grew on every tongue.” 


EIGHT YEARS OLD. 
(The Mildewed One started his “WALF'UN” May 3rd, 1881.) 
WITH merry May, in Eighteen Eighty-Four, 
A bonnie babe—the “ HALF "UN "—came to birth, 
And its paternal parent, SLOPER, swore 
That it should fill a wondering earth with mirth. 
Nor swore in vain, Its jovial jokes have cheered 
Each weary heart and healed each suffering frame, 
Till through the world it’s loved, admired, revered, 
And on the fairest scroll of Fame its name 
Has by a grateful public been enrolled, 
Although the “ HALF 'Un’s” only eight years old! 


With merry May, in Eighteen Ninety-Two, 
Before his friends appears the Mildewed Scer, 
And thanks—sincerely thanks—the millions who 
Have held his child, from year to year, so dear, 
And by bis Gamp and his illustrious Tile, 
And by his deathless Beak, he begs to swear 
That to diffuse a universal smile 
Abroad. and tight with Grief, Despair and Care, 
Shall ever be the object of the bold 
And blithesome “ HALF 'UN,” who is eight years o!d! 


A BOVRILIZED ROMANCE A LA VICTOR HUGO. 

It was night—midnight. The stars were shining overhead. Sirs 
The clock of Notre Dame had struc. 
twelve times. It must have been near midnight. All Paris wi 
hushed. Paris was very quiet. Unusually so for twelve P.M, mi: 
night. A gendarme stood in the shades of the great Hotel Dic 
and watched. The cafés were closed. The stars were still gettin: 
on with their shining. In the open square, bathed in the moon 
light, stood a man, a woman and a piano-organ, They spoke low 
—very low. It was about midnight. 

The man said to the woman, “ Ah, Hortense, no longer you me 
do love as in the old days at Asniéres.”) Then the woman spoke— 
“But do. Pink may | be struck if } don’t.” The stars still shone. 
All Paris was hushed, especially at that uufashionable end of the 
Rue Rivoli. 

“If you loved me,” said the man, “vou would kiss me and plav 
to me on the piano-organ one of the old love songs of Normandy. 
They were in the shadow, 

The woman again spoke. Tt was her second innings, “{ cannet 
kiss you, Anatole,” sne said. Her voice was soft—oh, so sel! 
(By-the-way, the stars still shone. All Paris was hushed.) The 
He looked down the narrow little street 
The narrow little street did not reply. 
It did not even tremble. 

“Tell me why,” he said. His eves met hers, It was midnight. 

She said, “ My kisses you do not want. You another do kiss, ht 
I will not be too hard upon you. For the old love's sake | wi! 
grind vou out the old love song.” She regulated the button atti’ 
She took the handle in her right hand 
The stars still shone. She gave the handle a half turn—— 

“ Ta-ra-ra, BooM-de-ay, ta-ra-ra——" 

* * * * * * 

The stars still shone overhead. The man stood over the prostr'+ 
form of the woman, At his feet she Iny, stark and cold. Poor 
Hortense! She had gone too far, The gendarme who had watched 
turned away, And all Paris was quict again. 


A VALID REASON. 

It’s a funny thing—you may have noticed it yourselves—tit 
there's one point that we all reach in courting a girl, and that 
when we come to the inevitable declaration that we'd “die fer 
you.” Old and experienced wooers have done all they know te 
avoid coming to that stumbling-block, but they've never got awit 
from it; small wonder then that, in his first attempt, young Res! 
nald de la Poer Shincurtain should fall head-over-heels at it. : 

“| would die for you, Maggie,” he said. Then came an awkware 

muse, 

“Would vou, Reggy 2?” she replied. 

“Great Shillibeer! wouldn't 12” he persisted. (Poor your: 
fellow!) “There is nothing I would not do to show the strenzt!! 
of my attachment.” ' 

“Well+er—the rates of insurance are pretty low,” she s0\ 
musingly. “Suppose you get your life insured in my favour tert 
‘thou.,’ and then obligingly die for me, That will bea strong 
enduring proof of vour affection.” 

He hesitated. He was cornered, 
away of getting ont. Mek as 

“ Magyie,” he said, at last, “I would do it, but for one thing. 

“And that is?” 

“That Lcouldn't bear to think of some hated rival fattening a0 
Juxuriatiug on the insurauce money.” 


He racked his thought-pan {' 


Saturday, April 30. 1892.) 
A CONSOLING CONCESSION. 


wal Academy, which has for some years been asked to allow the Press 
iay in ich to view the pictures, Las graciously conceded, instead, 
ra leurs on the secoud day ‘) 


ON, come, vo Pres,and 
= let us praise 
yoy The kindness of these 
Dy no — Four novro- great RAs. 
ioe ae (Who, learning of the 
- Press complaint 
i Concerning that ex- 
treme restraint 
That's caused by hav- 
ing, as you know, 
One day in which to see 
the show), 
Have graciously unbent 
their pow'rs— 
And after meditation, 
And four years’ con- 
templation, 
Have given the Press 
Four Extra Hours! 
Four xtra Hours !— 
hooray ! hooray ! 
We've captured from 
the great R.A.! 


The Press, you know, 
were bound to write 
Long Art-critiques on 
P the merest sight, 
And one day scarcely was enongh— 
tnt now, oh now, we've quantum suff, 
Some thousand pictures, barring “sculps,” 
We had to sample then in gulps ; 
by Lut the Press has scope for all these pow'rs 


Now th’ Academy, 80 gracious, 
So splendidly sagacions, 
‘ 


~ Enother day t 


LL RR RCT A 


Doth bless the Press with Four More Hours ! 
Then shout“ [Hooray !"’ for the second of May, 
And its Four More [ours from the great R.A. ! 


THAT LIKENESS. 
ne fair girl stood proudly erect before him ; rage—wild, blind, 
suming rage—expressed upon every feature; her little nose 
Jed detiantly upward, and her glorious eyes flashing unutterable 
n with one thousand candle power. Yes, she who but two 
bates before had Jain passive in the arms of her lover, now 
nd white with passion, with tightly compressed mouth, uncon- 
usiv swallowing lip-salve in huge solid chunks; for, as she 
uettishly wriggled from his arms, a photograph—the photo- 
virl—had dropped from one of his pockets ! 
Resin ——Mr, Tutiletlap,” she hissed rather than spoke, “I 
«oat last discovered 
r perfidy —at length 
e | fathomed the depth 
your deceit. Coward! 
ter! monster! that you 
to win my young affec- 
: totoy with my girlish 
which I, in all my 
ting innocence, weakly, 
isly bestowed upon a 
ture who carries the 
mess of another woman 
his heart. And now, 
that all the terrace— 
Pintdleville— knows of 
engazement, to find 
you have been leading | 
lontie life — that you 
are, perhaps, married 
nother, And such an 
t, too,” continued the 
rinted girl, carefully 
tinizing the offending 
o, her womanly spite 
ins the better of her hitherto dignified demeanour. 


| 
“Whata | 
, iniserable, towzled Haded fright! Oh, to think that you 
bid desert me—me—for such a snub nosed, squint eyed, dowdy. | 
tas this! Look at her tigure—ha, ha!—and her great ugly 
red things, | know; and, oh! what a mouth! Why, 
B perfectly hideous !"" 
e paused, completely breathless, and then came Reginald’s 
ee,“ Darling,” he said, “er—that’s a proof of—er—your own 
wgraph you allowed me to take the other day with my new | 
It's a first attempt, but I thought it rather a good like- | 
3 bat, perliaps—er—perhaps—l'd better take you again,” | 
You may, Reginald, you may—to your arms,” murmured the | 
repentant girl, as, feeling somewhat foolish, it must be con- 
J, she laid her little golden head upon his necktie ; “but, oh, 
est, if you can forgive me for my unjust suspicions, if you have 
spark of affection for me—give up amateur photography.” 
zinald promised, and last week's Exchange and Mart con- 
d ana lvertisement offering a five guinea camera in exchange 
good dinner service or a marble topped washstaud. 
eg 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 


No. 44.—AGNES CASTLEFORD. 
A is Agnes, Angel-faced, 
B the Ballet by her graced. 
y © her Charms, for which 
: we sigh, 
—y D the Dudes who'd for 
her die, 
E the Ears her singing 
thrills, 
F the“ Friv.” she nightly 
fills. 
G the Gold that tints her 
hair; 
H her Hands, so white 
and fair; 
I the I, re she takes ; 
J the Jovial Jests she 
makes. 
K her Kisses, sweet as 
nectar ; 
L the Legions who respect 
her ; 
M tie Mound who loves 
her greatly ; 
N the Nose she pulls 
irately ; 
Othe “O!” she makes 
him squeal ; 
P the Painshe makes him 
: feel; 
p Q her 
> v ness; 
R the Richness of her dress; 
her Smile, serene and sweet ; 
her Tootsies, sinall and neat ; 
her Usual Undulations ; 
her Voice's rich Vibrations ; 
her Wild, Witching Ways; 
the Xta-ies they raise ; 
he Youths druv dotty through her ; 
ne Zest with which they woo her. 


be... 


Quiet Queenli- 


manda 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. +3 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


a 
St. GeorGe’s Har, LANGHAM PLace, W., 
| alpril 3th, isa, 


ALLY SLOPER, and 
Which he ling been 


that Mr. ALLY SLOPER may consider the new entertainment 
justifies his kindly * Award.” 


13 FaARINGDON Strurr, New Swinpoy, WILTs., 
April leh, 1s92. 


the progenitor of vour existence, as well as admiration of his ready 
wit in times of danger, | think you will smile at the following 
little wheeze. There was Dad, Bob, Billy and Snook * gin-ande 
bittering” in prohibited hours, when Papa's eye caught sight of 
| something blue not ten yards from the window, Quick as thought 
his hat was placed over his glass, and saying, * Do the same! do 
the same! and now kneel,” they had but just flopped on their knees 
when the door opened, and) Papa's voice was heard to utter," Save 
us now !—guilty we all are—but save us this once!” The door 
was gently closed, tie policeman muttering as he left, “He did 
not like to disturb a prayer meeting.” Yours truly, G. FRY, 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 

No. 111.—He ForGets To Look at THE ALMANAC, 

WITH tears, with sobs, with wild harangue 

And plaintive prayer, the SLOPER gang 

Besought the generous Friend of Man, 

To lay aside his idiot pina: 

But all in vain: the Witless Worm 

Stood firmly by his purpose tirm, 


“Odzooks !" he roared, “and likewise zounds ! 
Shall [, to Terra’s outmost bounds, 

Be called the Friend of Man, vet miss 

A chance to fill chockfull of bliss 

A million hearts when Mayday comes? 

Go to, ve scum of London's slums! 

And krow—odzooks and likewise zounds '— 
That Pilexpend one million pounds 

In making, by some brilliant scheme, 

All eyes with joy on Mayday gleam!” 


Dame Sloper wept ; fair Tootsie howled ; 
Young Alexandry groaned and growled ; 
For well they wist that Mouldyphiz 

By this Quixotic fad o’ his 

Would mighty soon himself transport 
From Mildew—to the Baukrupt's—Court, 
But SLorER, reckless what he spent 

In doing good, serenely went 

Into his den, and there began 

To think by what benignant plan 

He best might make supremely gay 

His myriads on the First of May! 


The Wreck had decided what scheme to adopt, 
And his fiee with contentment grew sunny : 
Bat SLor poor wife ina fainting fit dropped, 

For bis scheme would cost millions of im : 
He'd printed huge posters, and sent them away 
To be posted all over the nation ; 
And of his unbounded benevolence they 
Gave the following grand intimation :— 


Unto Everybody and Eveeryhody Lise: Be it known by these 
presents that I: ALLY SLoPER, Esquire: Public Benefactor, 
Esquire,and Friend of Man, Esquire: Reing fully convinced : 
That dagiay ought to be a season of universal rejoicing: Do 
desire Beerybody and Brerybedy El fo repair, on May st, 


v2: Toany public house within one calendar mile from their | 
f the morning: And there remain till 12 0f the | 


homes; At 6 
noon: And quisle, without money and without price, as much of 
their favourite tipple: As their internal organizations will hold, 
And I furthermore require and command: That the cost of all 
such liquors so imbibed: Shall be placed to the debit of me, the 
aforesaid : ALLY SLOPER, Esquire, 

——S 


“CHANGEABLE IS APRIL WEATHER.” 
THE little Lenten valentine the poet sent to our editor ran: 


“T met yor one morn in the newly born Spring, 
A typical Spring morn, of which poets sing— 
Sugeested Pd kaw Tan apropos thing— 

And you econdescendingly hinted 
Yow d shove it in SLorri¢and pay meat ‘seale.” 

Yi itamd sent it but wan know the tale — 

Well, Spring sid ils lites is fast gre 

Lut that baliy pome’s never bee 


OW TNE 

proved 
Now, the editor lias a kind and feeling heart, especially after 

Junch—and it was more in sorrow than in anger that he replied : 

“Dear P, the poem was all right, and might have worn as well as leather, 

But you've a crotchet in your nut: Sprimg don't aleays enjoy bright weather, 

The day we met you in the Strand the stn indeed was quite a pleaser, 

But Tuesday, wl:en we went to press, “twas snowing like alunighty Caesar {" 


THE LABYRINTH. 


TxTo the Labyrinth, fair and young, 

Bright of vision, and sweet of tongue, 

Blithe and merry and light and free, 

Pure in her heart as the angels be! 

One false step, and the simple girl 

Must surze for ave in the mazy whirl, 
Into the Labsrinth—all unawares ! 
Into the Labyrinth—nobody cares ! 

Into the Labyrinth! 


Lost in the Labyrinth’s gruesome gloom ! 
Lost, and to what 2—how lost ?—from whom? 
Lost froma father’s anxious care, 
Lost froma mother's vearning prayer, 
Lost to Innocence, Truth and Love, 
Lost ton hope of the realms above, 
Lost inthe Labs rinth—pure before ; 
Lost inthe Labs rinth—pure ne more: 
Lost in the Labyrinth ! 
Out of the Labyrinth! Whither?) How? 
With a glissy eve and a marble brow, 
Out, ‘mid a tumult of laughter loud, 
Inashapeless box and a dirty shroud, 


Mr, ALFRED GERMAN REED presents his compliments to Mr. | 
resto thank him for coe Award of Merit ’’ 
kind as to grant. Mr. Reed incloses two 
shulls for the first performance of the Barley Mow, and trusts 


DEAR Miss Stopern—Knowing that you have great love for | plete. With this view 


ite 


“SLOPER'’S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TaLe or DIABLERIE.) 

= 
CHAPTER X. 
GEORGE AUGUSTUS BROWN was resolved that ne other should 
act as mediator betweea Mr, aud Mrs, Simpson till his purpose had 
been served and the 
estrangement between 


Jonas Simmons and 
his nephew was come 


he determined to keep 
his eye on his cousin 
Peter, and by fresh 
| stories of his wife's % 
continued — bitterness, 


to prevent him at- 
tempting, by a per- 


sonal interview, to 
obtain a reconcilia- 
tion, and he called 3 
next evening. He 
found Peter as de- 


spondent as ever, 
almost more so, and 
George A. Brown 
speed concluded 
that there was no use === 
wasting an evening 
that might be made 
pleasant otherwise by 
spending it in such 
dismal company. Mr. 
Brown made a few de- 
fone remarks, and 
‘eter sadly accom- 
panied him to the 
door, As the door was 
opened, G. A, Brown discovered, to his disgust, that a change in 
weather had taken place. It was raining briskly. He had no 
umbretla, He would. require a loan of an umbrella. The best 
Umbreila, with the Indian ivory carved handle, was handed over 
to George Augustus Brown, He spread it briskly, and with a 
bright “ Ta-ta, old fellow !"" he was gone. 

And Peter Crawley Simpson turned into the house and sat down 
to think about his woes, Somehow, he did not feel eo suicidal as 
he had felt for some days past. Other husbands and wives had 
quarrelled, he argued, and had made it up again. Why should not 
heand Lydia?’ He had undoubtedly been foolish ; but she might 
come to forgive him, for the sake of past happy days and her fond- 
ness for him, She might come back at any moment. Why should 
he sit there, letting everything go to wreck and ruin?) Tie would 
endeavour to keep things tidy, so that if she did come, che would 
have nothing to remind her disagreeably of her desertion. He did 
not know much about domestic work, but it would employ his 
time in learning. 

Ile resolved to clean the kitchen range, over which red rust had 
begun to creep. He plunged into holes and corners, and got a big 


A loan of an umbrella, 


Began to blacklead the grate, 


apron and the brushes, and then on his knees he solemnly began 
to black-lead the grate. Ie also black-leaded his hands, As the 
exertion of rubbing with a brush produced the sweat of his brow, 
he naturally transferred some of the black-lead to his face, Ne 
laughed as ts saw his face in the eight-by-six inch mirror, by the 
nid of which Betsy was wont to adorn herself on her evenings out. 
But his laugh had lost much of its bitterness, He had got ouly 
half-way through with the job when the outer door bell rang. He 
opened it, believing that it was a rabbit: skin man or something of 
that type,and was surprised—almost delighted—to sce that it was 
his slavey, Betsy 

* Lor’ ‘a mus 
| with your face? 
“LT have been cleaning the kitchen grate, Betsy, which you have 
| deserted. Come in.” 

“ A-cleanin’ the kitchen grate!" said Betsy. “Oh, sir, this is 
awful!” 
J bey Betsy, it is not nice, but it can’t be helped. Come in.” 

“I've come for some of my clothes,” said Betsy, * An'—oh, lor’! 
—what a muss this ‘ere kitchen is in, to be sure,” said Betsy. 
“Why, missus thought you 
‘al gone back to your old 
) Jodsgin’s.” 
| “Nota bit of it, Betsy. ve 
stayed here all the time.” 

“An' however ‘ave you 
done?” 
| “Oh! I've rubbed along. 
}  * An’ who made your bed?" 

“Oh! it has never been 
minde,” 
| “Ugh! a. pretty state of 
things,” said) Betsy.“ This 
is my night out. 1 will make 
your bed.” 

“Thank you, Betsy,” and 
Peter Crawley Simpson re- 
sumed his operation on the 


, sir!” said Betsy, “what ‘ave you been doing 


” 


Out, to the sound of a funeral Kuell : | rate, whilst his maid of all 
Out, and by way of the gates of Hell! work departed to the regions 
Out of the Labyrinth —Christiin, say, above. 
Must a senner’s death be the only way y Hodgkins, who held 
Out of the Labyrinth - the appointment of general 
ion lS ——_ | slivey to the Simpson family, 
HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. was not beautiful, but she was 
SEEMS strange that there are nine letters in one letter, yet eleven | zood and very vigorous, She 
letters in nine letters, made Teter Crawley Simp- 
ILION fell B.C. 1184. yet SLOPER knows of an Ilion that's flourish- | son's bed with much deter- 
ing mightily A.D. 1892. To wit. the London Pav-llion, mination, She punched the 
“WHAT is your ideal of a modern gallant?” said Miss X.to Mr. | pillows with unnecessary rie ion a 
SLoPER. “A gallont of four ale,” replied the Incorrigible Imbiber, | vigourand treated the bolster “ Lor’ ‘a’ mussy, tir!" said Betsy. 
THE Smoke Nuisance Bill: Master Higgins with a three- | as if it were her bitterest ee 
farthings cigar, | enemy, Then she tidied up the room fiercely, and in hal an lout 
BEFORE you can buy a drink on Sunday morning, you've got to | she jammed her bonnet on her head, and, with the suet gs apen 
get over the Temperance Abstinence League. Twiggeyvao? | that * This ‘ere can't go on any longer, if f do get a month,” she 


Hz, Presto! Spring poet, editor, hobnailed boot, rise and fall of 


rhymist. Very high press-toe, indeed, ( 


departed with some violence, 
(Lo be continued net week.) 


> cA 
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THB "F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


NO NEED FOR ALARM. 


No, 252..-51GNoR FOL, F.O.S. 

“Who amongst the musical public will not at once recognize 
the above portrait as that of the brated singer, who has for 
su long a period stood upon the nest rung of the ladder of 
fame? Born beneath the suuny skies of Italy, our hero soon gave 
evidence of his ling power, with the result that, after enduring 


' ui %: {i sy 
First Fair One, Oli, dear! ob, dear! the bull will toss us if we cross the field. Tourist. And—er—I shall want a bath every morninz. 


ee eee ee ee eee eituce guntain Om Second Fair One. Oli, Harry will see to the bull, He don't miud tossing; in fact, he likes it, and passes Local Landlady, Lor’, sir! whatever sort o' tra’ 
hero's father tied his infant up in a Gaaeile Cent for a aaiet most of the day tossing for half-crowns. yer be to want so much washin ? 


stroll through the poorest quarter of the town, and accidentally 
dropping it, did not discover his loss until his return home, A GHOSTLY JEST. 
Little Foli was found and carel for by a charitable exporter of ‘ 

freshly caught Italian boys, who, when his profézé attained the - Z oe 

age of eight, sent him over to England, where he served a short 
apprenticeship to a successful organ grinder. It was here that 
he obtained his first real knowledge of and liking for the sound 
commonly suppose to be capable of soothing the savage breast. 
A celebrated impressario happening to pass beneath the window 
when our hero was engaged in song, was instantly struck with 
the remarkably pure and powerful quality of the singer's voice. 
He entered, purchased for a slight consideration the lad’s free- 
dom, took him home, washed, fed and clothed him, and after- 
wards trained his voice and introduced him to the public with 
what success we all know. Chiefly because he’s an eminent 
warbler, our hero was created F.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award 
of Merit’ presented to him December 12th, 1891." — Debrets 
Improved. p 


WY, 


(1). The public rejoicings at Ballybooze consequent upon tie demise of Mick him to believe that his toil was about to be rewarded.—(5). Nothing but t's 
Mulligan were hardly over, when Pat Rooney's siumbers were broken in the dead of assured and confident smile, however, on the open features of the spectre, whom ‘+ 
night by a pale and beckoning spectre. For the first few nights, Patrick paid little | seemed somehow to vaguely recognize, would have induced him to drop from t'° 
heed to the troubled spirit, but at length visions of buried treasure flashed across his — elge of Killsmash Crags.—(6). It was only when he found himself plunged int 
mind.—(2). And, hastily donning his most indispensable garments, he followed the Lough RBallysplashy a thousand feet below, and heard the wild yeli of Jaughter t+ 
shadowy visitant out into the night.—(3). The shade, however, seemed to be some- which Mick Mulligan’s ghost gave vent as it vanished in the mistwreath of daylitru.. 
what fogged as to the whereabouts of its secret hoard, and, after conducting the eager that Pat Rooney realized that he had been the victim of a heartless practical uk: 
Pat through the miryest portion of O’Micky Bog,— (4). Led him a heartbreaking the part of his deceased enemy. The worst of it was, that when he told the tale next 
climb up the steepest and rockiest face of Srount Knockbruisey. Pat was several | day, he could get nobody to believe a single word of it, his friends insisting that 42 
times on the point of giving up the quest, but the ghost’s encouraging expression led | extra “drop o’ the cratur” wus at the bottom of the whole business, 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. DECEPTIVE. SEE ITP 


hp SEN 


AEE? 
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“Have you heard that Drycrust, the baker, is going to be 
married 7" “Ishe? Well. I'm glad to hear it. I don't know | ; 
why I should say that, though ; le’s doue me no harm.” H No. 7.—Kathlcen. 


“Come in, oll chappie, Im only cvlouring my new 
meersehaun.” 
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